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Statement  of  Purpose 

Nexus  ,  as  a  school  newspaper  serves  three  main  purposes.  It  is  an 
open  outlet  for  student  and  staff  opinions,  ideas,  and  creativity;  it  is  a 
medium  through  v^^hich  curent  events  relevant  to  the  school  may  be  made 
known;  and  finally  it  is-  or  should  be-  a  breath  of  fresh  air  in  the 
sometimes  boring,  always  hectic  school  days  of  every  Selwyn  Boy.  Enjoy! 


NEXUS  6.2 


Page  3 


EDITORIAL 


Holy  Hassle 

Humans  have  always  sought  to  explain 
that  which  they  did  not  understand,  and 
religions  in  various  forms  have  been  created  to 
do  just  that.  Most  of  these  religions  combine 
permanent  elements  with  temporal  ones  in 
order  to  achieve  a  practical  and  acceptable 
religion. 

At  the  center  of  every  religion  lies  a 
central  core  of  beliefs:  beliefs  in  Gods  or 
deities,  basic  moral  and  ethical  codes  as  well 
as  the  beliefs  or  practices  that  distingviish  one 
religion  from  another.  The  basic  fundamental 
beliefs  cannot  be  altered  without  altering  the 
very  nature  of  the  religion.  These  elements 
Constitute  the  permanent  parts  of  a  religion. 
The  peripheral  beliefs  and  practices  are 
temporal,  subject  to  change  with  time  or  as 
warranted.  They  were  more  practical  than 
theological.  It  seems,  however,  that  many  of 
these  peripheral  beliefs  are  no  longer,  if  ever 
they  did,  changing  with  the  times. 

The  temporal  beliefs  and  practices  were 
created  to  fit  a  specific  setting  in  time  and 
space.  Most  were  created  hundreds,  if  not 
thousands,  of  years  ago,  often  in  socio- 
economic settings  that  no  longer  exist.  In  the 
years  since  most  religions  developed,  human 
society  and  man's  knowledge  has  changed 
dramatically.  Religions  have  spread  between 
societies,  so  that  they  must  now  fit  into  a 
variety  of  social  settings  other  than  the  ones 
for  which  they  were  originally  intended. 
Despite  this,  quite  often,  the  temporal 
elements  have  changed  very  little,  if  at  all. 

Some  of  these  beliefs  and  practices  have 

^understandably  become  outdated.  A  belief,  for 

Instance,  in  the  ritual  slaughter  of  animals,  or 

the  separation  of  meat  and  dairy  products, 

may  have  had  practical  and  hygenic  reasons, 

at  the  time  it  was  created,  but  today  serves 


little  purpose.  Although  many  people  realize 
this,  temporal  beliefs  are  becoming  more  and 
more  strictly  adhered  to.  There  is,  if  you  will, 
a  movement  towards  "hyper-orthodoxy", 
whereby  temporal  beliefs  which  may  never 
have  been  intended  to  be  strictly  enforced 
become  increasingly  rigid  and  severe.  They 
are  sometimes  elevated  beyond  their  status  as 
relatively  minor  temporal  beliefs  to  higher 
levels  of  importance,  sometimes  obscuring  the 
original  or  real  intent  of  a  religion  and  its  basic 
principles.  Since  humans  have  evolved  so 
dramatically,  both  in  the  variety  of  their 
societies  and  the  scope  of  their  knowledge,  it 
may  be  time  for  a  change.  The  past  must  catch 
up  to  and  adapt  to  an  ever-changing  present. 

Prosanto  Chaudhury 
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Environment  For  War 

Since  the  sixties,  hippies  and  pseudo 
hippies  have  been  screaming  blue  bloody 
murder  about  the  U.S.  military  budget.  The 
screaming  has  become  louder  now  that  a  war 
with  the  Soviet  Union  has  become  all  but 
inconceivable.  "Put  the  money  into  welfare" 
they  scream  above  the  sounds  of  Saddam 
Hussein's  marching  army.  "Let's  get  rid  of  the 
homeless  problem:  build  shelters,  give  them 
money,  get  them  off  the  STREETS!"  In  short, 
the  prevailing  attitude  of  would-be  social 
heroes  and  budget  cutters  is  that  American  tax 
money  would  be  much  better  spent  on  social 
programs  than  B-2  Stealth  Bombers. 

At  first  glance,  these  beatniks  with  a 
cause  seem  to  have  a  point.  Is  there  really  any 
reason  to  spend  45  billion  dollars,  in  addition 
to  the  30  billion  dollars  already  squandered  on 
the  ultimately  useless  Stealth  Bomber? 
Considering  that  the  B-2's  wovdd  reach  their 
targets  long  after  they  were  destroyed  by 
submarine-launched  and  inter-continental 
nuclear  missiles,  it  seems  that  the  15  billion 
dollars  is  somewhat  superfluous.  Similar 
circumstances  surround  several  other  military 
projects,  including  plans  to  build  750  advanced 
Tactical  Fighter  pianes  at  a  cool  100  million 
dollars  a  shot,  and  a  proposed  increase  of  29  in 
the  93  nuclear  submarine  fleet.  These  subs 
cost  2  million  dollars  each.  Surely  the 
government  is  wasting  its  money  on  these  and 
countless  and  idiotic  projects.  That  money 
would  be  much  better  spent  on  employment 
insurance,  welfare,  and  shelters  for  the 
homeless,  right? 

Wrong.  Well,  maybe  not  wrong,  but 
right  certainly  is  not  the  correct  word,  either. 
The  military  does  not  simply  exist  to  protect 
the  American  people  and  to  waste  their  money; 


it  is  a  giant,  government  backed  source  of  g 
employment.  After  careful  examination  of  the  * 
situation,  it  becomes  clear  just  how  important 
the  military  is  to  the  U.S.  economy  The  jobs 
provided  directly  and  indirectly  by  the  military 
in  the  U.S.  Is  a  phenomenally  higher  nimiber. 
From  generals  to  privates  to  the  producers  of 
the  guns,  bullets,  uniforms,  dog  tags,  to  the 
barbers  who  shave  marines'  heads,  the  number 
of  jobs  created  is  unimaginable.  To  cut 
military  spending  in  favor  of  social  programs 
is,  for  the  most  part,  counter-productive.  Any 
money  taken  out  of  the  defense  budget  results 
in  a  loss  of  jobs,  and  such  recently  unemployed 
men  and  women  must  be  supported  by  the 
welfare  system.  The  government's  role  is  (or 
at  least  should  be)  not  to  support  unemployed 
people,  but  to  create  jobs  for  them.  A  healthy 
economy  results  when  as  many  people  as 
possible  take  part  in  it,  not  when  people  live 
off  the  government's  welfare  cheques.  In  this 
way,  the  hippies  are  wrong. 

But  in  some  ways,  as  is  always  the  case,  ^ 
they  are  right.  Aside  from  the  economic  and 
job  creating  factors,  most  of  the  U.S.  military 
is  obsolete  and  useless.  Even  with  Saddam 
Hussein  running  around  the  world,  the 
massive  U.S.  army  is  not  needed  in  such  great 
quantities,  much  less  greater  quantities.  So 
the  penultimate  conclusion  is  the  following: 
except  for  the  jobs  it  provides,  the  U.S. 
military  is,  in  effect,  useless.  The  ultimate 
conclusion:  the  U.S.  shoiald  direct  its  military 
budget  towards  something  that  can  not  only 
create  many  jobs,  but  which  is  also  deemed 
productive.  Beatniks,  hippies,  and  all  sensible 
people;  say  it  together  now:  Tell  the 
bureaucrats  where  they  should  spend  the 
billions  and  billions  of  dollars  so  obviously 
burning  holes  in  their  collective  pockets: 
ENVIRONMENT. 

Better  than  social  programs,  and 
certainly  better  than  B-2  Stealth  Bombers,  the 
U.S.  government  should  direct  a  large  quantity 
of  its  budget  towards  cleaning  up  the 
environment.  How  many  millions  of  jobs  could 
be  created  cleaning  rivers,  in  giant  recycHng 
plants  for  glass,  paper  and  metal,  and  in 
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research  alone?  The  U.S.  government  would 
J|fertainly  better  to  provide  jobs  and  do 
something  productive.  At  the  very  least,  it 
would  stop  the  annojring  complaints  of  many  of 
the  do-gooders  in  the  worid. 
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B.  Lower  Csmada  College. 

C.  A  monastery. 

D.  A  sanitarium. 

E.  PrudHomme. 

Which  of  the  following  newspapers  were 


Hugh  McGuire     not  Selwyn  House  Publications? 


The  Selwyn  Quiz 

Note:    Choose  the  answer  that  best 
answers  the  question. 

1.  The  name  Selwjni  House  was  given  to 
the  school  by  the  second  headmaster,  Mr. 
Macaulay,  and  was  taken  from... 

A.  The  Selwyn  Mountains  in  the  Yukon. 

B.  The  Bishop  Selwyn. 

C.  The  Selwyn  river  in  Idaho. 

iip.  The  Selwyn  College  where  he  and  Algernon 
'  Lucas  attended. 
E.  None  of  the  above. 

2.  Who  wrote  the  Selwyn  House  school 
hymn? 

A.  Paul  McCartney  and  John  Lennon. 

B.  The  Sex  Pistols. 

C.  Algernon  Lucas,  first  Headmaster. 

D.  Doctor  R.A.  Speirs,  fourth  Headmaster. 

E.  Me,  Mom,  and  Morgentaler. 

3.  On  what  date  was  the  Selwyn  House 
Association  founded? 

A.  June  24, 1961. 

B.  June  19, 1945. 

C.  July  17, 1949. 

D.  November  7, 1908. 

E.  September  4, 1949. 

"4.        The  Lucas  Building,  purchased  by  the 
school  in  1961,  was  formerly... 


1.  The  Black  and  Gold. 

2.  The  Moon. 

3.  The  Examiner. 

4.  The  Selwyn  Chronicle. 

5.  The  Thoughtpot. 

6.  The  Sun. 

7.  VoxPopvili. 

8.  The  Blazer. 

A.  6,  7  only 

B.  5,  6,  and  8 

C.  1,3,  and  5. 

D.  2,  5,  6,  and  8. 

E.  5,  6  only 

6.  What  is  the  Association  between  Selwyn 
House  and  Montreal  writer  Mordecai  Richler? 

A.  He  and  Mr.  Litvack  are  both  good  friends. 

B.  He  £ind  Mr.  Lumsden  are  writing  partners 
(see  Jack  Higgins). 

C.  He  once  attended  Selwyn  House  as  a 
student. 

D.  His  son  attended  Selwyn  House  as  a 
student. 

E.  He  served  a  tour  of  duty  with  MrKrindle  in 
the  army. 

7.  The  Macaulay  building,  purchased  by 
the  school  in  1985,  was  formerly  a  church 
called: 

A.  St.  Matthias. 

B.  St.  Andrews. 

C.  St.  Antoine. 

D.  St.  Georges. 

E.  St.  Jean-de-bag-of-popcom. 


A.  Westmount  High. 


8.         The  Macaulay  building  cost. 
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1.  One  million  with  renovations. 

2.  Two  million  with  renovations. 

3.  One  million  without  renovations. 

4.  Two  million  without  renovations. 

5.  Our  parents. 

6.  An  arm  and  a  leg. 

A.  1 ,  4,  and  5. 

B.  5  only. 

C.  6  only. 
D.  2,  3,  and  5. 

E.  5  and  6. 


9.  Which  of  the  following  motion  pictures 
have  scenes  which  were  shot  at  Selwyn  House? 

A.  One  Flew  Over  The  Cuckoo's  Nest. 

B.  National  Lampoon's  Animal  House. 

C.  Joshua  Then  And  Now. 

D.  Tommy  Tricker  And  The  Stamp  Traveller 

E.  The  Hotel  New  Hampshire. 

10.  Which  of  the  following  motion  pictures 
have  appearances  by  former  and  present 
Selwyn  House  students? 

1 .  Flew  Over  The  Cuckoo's  Nest. 

2.  National  Lampoon's  Animal  House. 

3.  Joshua  Then  And  Now. 

4.  Tommy  Tricker  And  the  Stamp  Traveller. 

5.  The  Hotel  New  Hampshire. 

A.  1,2,  and  5. 

B.  2,3. 

C.  3,4. 
D.  4  only 

E.  3,  4,  and  5 


Answers: 

1:D 

6:D 

2:D 

7:B 

3:B 

8:D 

4:A 

9:C 

5:A 

10:E 

EXUS5.2 


i 


STAFF 

MEMBER 

OF  THE 

MONTH 

AWARD 


ABOUT  THE  AUTHOR: 


Math  Teacher  Moonlighting 

Math  whiz,  teacher  extraordinare, 
ennis  superstar  (period?)...  Or  is  there  more  - 
nuch  much  more...  about  our  beloved  Mr. 
Aimsden  than  any  Selwyn  House  student  or 
taff  member  has  ever  ventured  to  guess? 
lecent  evidence  suggests  that  this  mild 
nannered  family  man  may  be  leading  a  double 
ife.  By  fall,  winter,  and  spring,  during  the 
lours  of  7:30  am.  and  5:30  pm.,  there  is  no 
ioubt  that  he  is  our  Mr.  Lumsden.  But  is  it 
Dossible,  as  telling  photographs  indicate,  that 
behind  the  shaded  glasses  Hes  the  brain  of  a 
nan  that  cannot  only  teach  young  minds  the 
*vondrous  and  beautiful  intricacies  of  algebra 
and  trigonometry,  but  also  write  brilliantly 
successful  spy  novels.-.xinder  the  pseudonym 
Jack  Higgins. 

When  news  of  Mr.  Lumsden's  alleged 
landestine  existence  first  reached  students  at 


JACK  HIGGINS  soared  into  the  front  ranks  ol  sus- 
pense writers  witti  his  iniernotionoltv  occlaimea 
thriller.  The  Eagle  Hos  Lgndec)  That,  and  his  nine 

other  bestsellers  f^ave  sola  millions  ol  copies 

woridwiae  Hoiied  Oy  Tom  Ciancv,  author  of 
he  Hunt  for  Red  October,  as  TheMoster  Higgins 

proves  his  supremacy  once  ogam  with  DAY  OF 
lUDGMENT  Filled  >vith  marvelous,  finely  sketched 
;haracters  DAY  OF  JUDGMENT 'SO  spellbinding, 

relentless  blend  of  suspense  and  intrigue  that 
races  along  t''  thf>  <;hocking  conclusion 


Jack  Higgins.  Fortunately,  there  is  further 
evidence  which  proves  almost  incravertedly 
that  math  teacher  and  novelist  are  the  same 
man. 

Certain  students-Timothy  Hoare,  in 
particular-insist  that  characters  in 
Higgins/Lumsden  novels  are  based  on  them, 
and  that  some  of  the  stories,  although  altered 
slightly,  are  basically  the  events  that  they  have 
experienced  in  the  past.  Although  Timothy 
Hoare  is  not  sure  that  he  told  Mr.  Lumsden  of 
his  adventures,  he  contends  that  two  summers 
ago,  he  led  a  team  of  crack  commandos  hand 
picked  from  around  the  world  whose  mission 
was  to  free  several  important  diplomats  from 
Muammar  Al-Quaddafi's  infamous  prison  at 
Ras  Kanai.  Needless  to  say,  Tim  and  his  crew 
succeeded,  but  how  did  his  story  end  up  in  the 
Higgins  novel  The  Run  To  Morning?    It  has 


Selwyn  House,  they  were  justifiably  skeptical,     been  suggested  that  Mr.  Lumsden  may  have 


Mr.  Lumsden's  math  classes  are  spellbinding, 
intriguing... nay,  downright  rivetting.  But  Jack 
Higgins'  books?... naw,  they're  far  to  dull  to  be 
written  by  that  guy!"  and,  "Gee,  Mr.  Lumsden 
jjxever  wears  leather,"  were  among  the  many 
Comments  made  by  students  refusing  to 
believe  the  rumors.  But  even  on  their  own  the 
photographs,  such  as  shown  here,  seem  to 
leave  little  doubt  that  Mr.  Lumsden  is  indeed 


the  answer  to  that  question.  But  always  busy 
"marking  math  test,"  Mr.  Lumsden  has  not 
been  available  to  comment.  Other  students, 
who  wished  to  remain  anonymous,  have  made 
similar  claims. 

And  the  evidence  does  not  stop  here. 
Another  reliable  source  presented  itself  in  the 
form  of  Rudy  Komsic.  Komsic  claims  that  as  a 
result  of  his  expertise  in  the  natural  oil 
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exploitation  field,  he  was  consulted  by  Higgins 
on  the  matter  of  the  Middle  East  crisis  (The 
book  is  expected  to  be  published,  according  to 
Higgins's  P.R.  men  sometime  next  summer). 
Komsic  was  asked  to  meet  Higgins  at  a  small 
Yugoslavian  bistro  in  Park  Ex.  There  he  found 
none  other  than  his  math  teacher,  Mr. 
Lumsden.  The  scene  was  embarrassing  for 
both.  Lumsden  did  all  he  coxild  to  persuade 
Komsic  to  keep  his  secret  a  secret  but  using 
several  intrcate  Tai  Kwon  Doe  self-defense 
procedures,  Komsic  was  able  to  escape  the 
grasps  of  the  desperate  teacher/author. 

Under  much  duress,  and  after  a  long 
interrogating  process,  Lumsden  finally 
admitted  that  he  is,  in  fact,  Jack  Higgins.  He 
explained  to  the  group  of  highly  skilled  Nexus 
investigative  reporters  the  reasons  for  hiding 
his  double  life  from  everyone  at  Selwyn  House. 
"I  didn't  want  my  obvious  celebrity  as  an 
internationally  known  author  to  interfere  with 
my  first  love:  teaching  math  to  the  wonderful 
students  at  Selwyn  House  School.  Now  my 
secret  is  out,  and  I  can  only  hope  that  my 
proficiency  as  an  instructor  will  not  be 
reduced."  We  at  Nexus  hope  so  too,  and 
sincerely  apologize  for  the  damage  done  by 
common  knowledge  of  Lumsden's  other  life, 
but  the  truth  must  always  come  first.  To 
compensate  for  trouble  caused  by  this 
reporting,  the  Nexus  staff  has  decided  to 
award  Mr.  Lumsden  the  highly  esteemed 
Nexus  Staff  Member  of  the  Month.  Congrats 
Andy  ...  or  should  we  say  Jack? 

Hugh  McGuire 


"What's  the  point  of  a  grade  ten  bake  sale? 
It's  like  football  players  dancing  around  in 
tutus." 

— Neil  Mathews 


"Ooops.  I  stamped  your  dick" 

— Mr.  Moffat  to  Richard  Slatter 


Worsofif:  Tatrick,  waddya  gonna  write  for 
Nexus  r 

McEntyre:"!  don't  do  that  kind  of  stuff. 
I'll  just  hide  behind  my  title  as  layout  editor" 


If  you  overhear  anything  in  the 
Halls  that  you  think  needs  to  be 
seen  in  print,  write  it  down,  and 
bring  it  to  anyone  on  the  Nexus 
Staff. 
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Hypocrisy  in  the  90*8 

My  family  and  I  own  a  small  cottage  on 
;he  shore  of  Lake  Memphremagog.  The  trip 
lown  is  somewhat  tedious  and  so  my  sister 
ind  I,  xmtil  recently,  have  invested  in  a  pack  of 
jum  to  keep  our  mouths  occupied  for  the  2 
lour  car  drive.  After  each  stick  of  gtim  had 
Iried  up,  we  opened  the  car  window  and  left 
;he  spent  piece  of  gum  safely  behind  us.  We 
ater  learned  that  gum  does  not  deteriorate. 
My  country  neighbor  saw,  in  horror,  a  similar 
ict  done  by  my  visiting  friends  and 
reprimanded  them  so  strongly,  they  have  given 
ap  gum  entirely.  Meg  felt  satisfied  she  had 
done  her  bit  for  the  environment  and  promptly 
threw  her  tootsie  roll  wrapper  into  the  woods, 
savoring  the  last  piece  of  caramel. 

I  find  that  the  90's  should  not  be 
labelled  the  decade  of  the  environment,  but  the 
decade  of  hypocrisy.    Being  environmentally 

Sonscious  has  become  a  fad,  and  as  with  all 
ads,  many  of  its  followers  have  become 
outright  hypocrites.  My  family  does  not  claim 
to  be  environmentally  conscious  because  we 
aren't.  We  avoid  aerosol  and  Uttering  as  best 
we  can  but  do  not  separate  our  garbage  into 
different  bags  or  turn  off  every  light  when 
leaving  a  room  (who  wants  to  live  in  a  dark 
house?).  We  don't  do  these  things  because  we 
don't  have  time,  or  just  because  we  plain  don't 
want  to. 

Earth  day,  April  22,  1990,  was  a 
triimiph  for  the  environmentally  conscious  and 
their  followers;  it  even  moved  my  family  to 
start  an  "alvmiinimi  can"  box  in  which  we  lost 
interest  by  April  25.  Amid  the  celebrations  of 
Earth  day,  there  were  speeches,  readings, 
chants,  songs,  and  all  around  environmentally 
conscious  feeling.  After  watching  our  local 
networks  broadcast  of  the  parade  and  finale  in 
New  York  Central  Park,  many  of  us  rewarded 
ourselves  for  our  perseverance,  and 
Environmentally  conscious  ways  with  a 
popsicle  or  a  pack  of  gum.  What  people  did  not 
see  was  the  clean  up  job  in  Central  Park  that 
occurred  the  next  day;  100  tonnes  of  garbage 
were  picked  up.    This  is  the  case  of  complete 
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hypocrisy;  while  the  participants  were  making 
us  all  feel  Uke  we  could  all  save  the  worid,  they 
were  killing  that  same  beloved  world  with 
banners,  pamphlets,  and  trash. 

Forget  the  parades  that  do  worst  than 
better,  we  have  to  act  now.  What  will  have  to 
be  done  in  the  next  20  years  is  that  everyone 
should  use  public  transport  or  drive  in  car 
pools  to  minimize  exhaust  fumes,  newspapers 
should  be  obliterated,  replaced  by  morning 
television  news  programs,  and  companies 
shoiild  be  put  on  the  brink  of  bankruptcy  for 
infringing  on  tougher  rules  dealing  with 
chemical  dimiping.  The  big  offenders  should 
be  taken  care  of  first. 

I  twinge  every  time  one  of  my  friends 
claims  he  is  environmentally  conscious 
because  he  writes  on  both  sides  of  the  paper 
for  a  school  report.  The  same  friend  wastes 
hundreds  of  pieces  of  paper  on  tabulating  his 
position  on  his  latest  hockey,  football,  or 
baseball  drafts  each  year.  It  is  now  becoming  a 
pickup  line  on  girls;  "The  more  sensitive  man 
loves  his  environment."  The  whole  hollow 
hype  disgusts  me. 

If  you  want  to  claim  to  be 
environmentally  conscious  to  me,  be  sure  not 
to  be  wearing  any  non  recyclable  clothes  or  be 
chewing  any  kind  of  gum  because  I  will  turn 
my  back  and  walk  away.  I  don't  want  to  be 
made  to  feel  guilty  by  a  group  of  littering 
hypocrites. 

Colin  Robertson 


AN  AFTERNOON  IN  CENTRAL  PARK:  A 

DISTURBING  FICTIONAL  ACCOUNT  OF 

MY  PERSONAL  HELL 

The  aluminvun-haze  graffiti-splattered 
behemoth  rolled  its  way  down  the  greasy 
tracks  towards  me.  Suddenly,  the  metallic 
doors  slid  open,  releasing  a  deliciously 
purulent  aroma,  somewhere  in  the  realm  of 
salmon  cheese  spread  and  mexican  aftershave 
lotion,  and  the  tasteful  complement  to  the 
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freakish  circus  of  urban  rejects  and  ethnic  store  across  from  The  Park.  Inside,  a 
guerillas  slowly  making  their  way  to  the  train.  Lebanese  cowboy  was  stuffing  a  samoza  down 
This,  my  friends,  is  the  Big  City.  his  throat  and  fighting  a  raging  grease  fire 

One  would  be  naive  to  make  so  much  as  while  simultaneously  grooving  to  the  Village 
a  vague  comparison  between  New  York  and  People.  Here  come  The  Firemen.  Soon,  a 
Montreal.  In  beautiful  Montreal,  trigger  high-pitched  Stuka  dive  bomber  like  siren  wail 
happy  FLQ  reactionaries  take  delight  in  grew  even  more  perceptible  over  the  hum  of 
exploding  mailboxes  and  kidnapping  Indian  soap  opera  and  frenzied  Disco  Fever, 
expendable  government  officials.  In  our  dty  of  Seconds  later,  oxygen  mask-clad  fire- 
delight,  revenge  crazed  Indians  with  names  fighter/storm  trooper  charged  through  the 
like  "cannelone  face"  and  "The  Throat  Slitter'  plate  glass  window,  fire  hoses  and  automatic 
shoot  down  army  helicopters  and  smoke  Cuban  weapons  in  hand.  The  New  York  Fire 
cigars.  Department,  crypto-Nazis  that  they  are. 

In  New  York,  paranoid  psychotics  carry  charged  me  with  arson,  aggravated  assault, 
BIG  guns.  Most  of  the  oriental  gangs  I've  then  chained  me  to  the  Jolt  Cola  display  and 
encountered  carry  BIG  knives.  The  potheads  sicked  me  with  one  very  nervous  steroid-free 
in  Greenwich  village  smoke  BIG  gongs  and  the  dalmation,  replete  with  a  hair-loss  problem 
lady  I  see  out  of  the  corner  of  my  eye,  and  a  bad  attitude.  The  charges  were  dropped 
crouching  like  some  stoned  pigeon  in  the  soot-  soon  after  the  raving  Middle  Eastern,  samoza 
blackened  comer  of  the  toxic,  garbage-  riddled  eating,  cattle  herding  ranchero  began  waving 
alley  is  getting  one  hell  of  a  BIG  crack  high.  Sinhalese  Liberation  Front  banners  and 

Once  the  mutant  parade  had  taken  its     shouting  Sandanista  slogans, 
course,  I  made  my  way  into  the  crowded  And  so  off  I  was,  like  a  rat  without  a 

subway  train  squeezing  my  body,  which  by  now     home,  meat  samoza  in  hand,  marching  proudly 
was  sweating  profusely,  past  a  regiment  of    towards  Central  Park  amid  the  dusky  hues 
screaming  Hare  Krishna  morons  and  a     and  tubercular  odours  of  The  Greatest 
beautiful  woman  with  a  muscular  body  and  an     Metropolis  On  Earth! 
unnatural  amotint  of  grey  stubble  on  her  vomit 

coated  chin.    It  wasn't  the  fact  that  I  was  the  Javier  Schiffrin 

only  white  person  on  the  train  (now  plowing  its 

way   to   East   Harlem)   or   the   shocking 

realization  that  the  hand  I  felt  on  my  right 

thigh  didn't  belong  to  my  female  companion, 

but  to  a  grinning  old  Samoan  in  Arab 

headgear.    No,  it  was  the  knowledge  of  my 

destination.. .Central  Park.    Full-Automatic.    I 

was  psyched. 

I  got  off  on  26th  street,  forcing  my  way 

through  a  writhing  mass  of  construction  hats, 

yamulkas,  fedoras,  and  metal-studded,  black 

patent  leather  Mickey  Mouse  caps.    This  is 

where  the  story  begins...  and  my  date  takes  off. 

The  writer's  escort,  once  a  composed  and 

attractive  blonde,  had  been  reduced  to  a 

swaggering,  atavistic  Jesus  Freak  with  a 

penchant  for  California  Himius  and  chewing 

tobacco. 

My  next  destination  was  the  corner 
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As  startling  headlines  concerning 
ATomen  in  men's  locker  rooms  are  splashed 
across  the  front  pages  of  msgor  newspapers  all 
across  the  continent,  we  are  made  to  feel  that 
Women's  rights  had  been  dealt  yet  another 
dIow.  How  could  this  be  so?  I  mean,  any  man 
should  be  expected  to  give  up  his  privacy  to 
allow  the  wheels  of  equal  rights  to  grind 
Dnward.  If  you've  already  labelled  me  a  male 
chauvinist,  you  missed  the  point.  Women 
oeing  turned  back  from  men's  shower  rooms  is 
not  an  infringement  of  women's  rights,  rather 
Lhe  exercise  of  men's  rights. 

The  current  arrangement  that  allows 
both  men  and  women  into  NFL  locker  rooms 
after  games  is  an  artificial  compensation  for 
women.  The  women's  movement  has  been  set 
back  light  years  by  such  misdirected  efforts 
that  give  the  semblance  of  female  pioneering 
at  the  expense  of  other,  fundamental  rights, 
fcince  when  have  women  allowed  men  into 
their  locker  rooms?  I'm  sure  the  reason  for 
this  restriction  is  the  anticipated  chaos  caused 
by  men  in  women's  changing  rooms.  One  can 
only  imagine  the  endless  lines  of  male 
journalists  outside  the  locker  rooms  of  female 
discus  throwers  and  shot  putters.  This,  is  only 
to  point  out  that  the  whole  business  is  to  a 
large  extent  hypocritical.  It  is  a  tragedy  that 
the  credibility  of  the  women's  liberation 
movement  is  undermined  by  the  fact  that  it 
tries  to  expand  its  privileges  by  stepping  on 
the  rights  of  others.  The  locker  room  scenario 
is  a  perfect  example  of  this  unfortunate  double 
talk.  I  know  that  I  certainly  wouldn't  feel 
comfortable  if  I  had  to  change  in  front  of 
women,  not  to  say  that  women  joumaHsts  are 
eager  to  peek  but  that  the  situation  is 
unavoidable.  Why  should  we  give  up  the  most 
basic  right  of  privacy  to  accomadate  the  so 
called  rights  of  others?  The  answer  is  we 
ghouldn't.  No  one  should;  man  or  woman.  If 
^omen  feel  it  is  their  right  to  go  into  male 
showers  and  changing  rooms,  then  their 
priorities  are  definitely  in  question. 

I  fully  imderstand  that  this  is  not  only 


an  issue  of  women  in  locker  rooms,  but  of 
equal  access  to  these  rooms.  Surely  women 
can  understand  that  sexes  feel  more 
comfortable  by  themselves  when  it  comes  to 
privacy,  I  don't  know  about  you,  but  I've  never 
been  invited  to  a  girl's  slumber  party,  and  I 
don't  feel  it  my  right  to  go  to  one  either.  I 
realize  that  women  joximalists  have  to  do  their 
jobs  first  and  foremost.  Anyone  who  doesn't 
respect  that  has  a  problem.  However,  the  NFL 
commissioner,  Mr.  Tagliabue,  has  made  their 
job  significantly  more  difficult  in  allowing  both 
men  and  women  in  player's  locker  rooms.  He 
was  negUgent  in  letting  an  all  too  predictable 
conflict  get  out  of  hand  and  for  the  issue  being 
perceived  as  a  question  of  women's  rights.  It 
isn't. 

Charles  Tingley 


AU  Tied  Up 

In  the  recently  revised  version  of  the 
"Homework  agenda",  the  Selwyn  House 
administration  added  some  extra  pages  to 
further  help  you  on  your  quest  through  our 
hallowed  halls.  They  did,  however,  forget  one 
key  piece  of  information.  Because  we  at  Nexus 
are  always  trying  to  help  out  our  readers,  we 
are  going  to  tell  you  some  information  that  was 
left  out,  which  was  "The  Legend  of  the  Selwyn 
Tie"  I  was  able  to  dig  up  information  of  twelve 
of  our  ties.  The  following  is  a  well-organized, 
well  thought  out,  non-rushed  list  of  them. 
The  Three  Regular  Ties. 

A)  Yellow  and  black  stripes. 

B)  Nicely  knit  black  and  white  stripes. 

C)  The  Grade  11  tie. 

The  Four  House  Ties 

A)  The  blue  Speirs  tie. 

B)  The  red  Macaulay  tie. 

C)  The  green  Wanstall  tie. 

D)  The  orange  Lucas  tie. 

-  The  larger  than  life  arts  tie. 

-  The  godlike  Prefect  tie. 

-  The  almost  extinct  Sportsman's  guild  tie. 
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-  Last  but  not  least,  the  original  Selwyn, 
rectangle  shape,  horizontally  striped  tie, 
perfectly  worn  with  a  blazer  with  a  yellow 
collar  (Circa,  1910). 

When  the  tie  arrived  at  the  "House", 
they  were  deemed  "too  yellow",  so  they  were 
rejected.  The  Nexus  office  then  wanted  them 
for  "NexTis  Ties",  but  to  our  dismay,  we  learned 
that  they  had  been  returned.  ????,  we  decided 
to  make  an  article  about  it.  (Can  you  think  of 
anything  better?)  I  went  out  with  a  mission, 
approaching  Mr.  Williams,  head  of  guidance,  I 
was  pushed  away.  "I'm  a  Uttle  tied  up  at  the 
moment.",  I  was  told.  Not  wanting  to  walk 
much  further,  I  stopped  at  Mr.  Wearing's  office, 
He  was  not  there.  Later,  I  found  him  outside 
where  I  questioned  him  at  length: 

-  Sir,  what  do  you  know  about  the  new  Selwyn 
House  ties? 

-  I  have  no  idea  what  you  are  talking  about. 

-  You  know,  the  new  ties  that  were  ordered  but 
then  rejected. 

-  Oh  yeah,  they  were  too  yellow. 

-  What  about  the  Bow  Tie  proposal  at  Selwyn 
House? 

-  Well,  there  was  always  a  "Bow  Tie  Threat" 
but  it  never  came  through. 

Threat?  I  would  hate  to  see  what  our 
competitor  schools  would  say  to  a  geek  with  a 
multicolored/  striped/  Macaulay/  red/  yellow/ 
black  Bow  Tie  walking  down  the  street,  and  I 
would  also  hate  to  attend  the  course  given  by 
Mr.  Shannon  on  "how  to  tie  a  bow  tie  while 
writing  an  essay  on  'my  life  as  a  banjo'. 

To  tie  this  all  up,  we  at  Nexus  feel  that 
there  should  also  be  ties  for  the  following: 

-  The  "Exemplary  Lunch  room  Monitor"  tie 

-  The  "I  got  yelled  at  by  Mr.  Maurovich"  tie 

-  The  "I  need  guidance,  Mr.  \S^lliams"  tie 

-  And  last,  but  not  least,  the  "I'm  an  honorary 
member  of  the  intricate  tie  club"  Tie  awarded 
by  Mr.Dowd. 

These  extra  ties  would  further  help  the 
atmosphere  at  Selwyn,  and  it  will  also  be  good 
for  future  Nexus  articles.  So  please,  all  you 
students  out  there,  write  to  the  administration 
now. 
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Loaves  of  Grass 


i 


Rob  Worsoff 


The  80's  brought  us  many  fads  and 
ideas  about  healthy  Uving  and  healthy  eating. 
Among  them  was  the  notion  that  white 
"enriched"  bread  was  evil,  empty,  bad.  Better 
to  scrub  our  intestines  with  high  fibre,  natural 
breads,  the  hard-to-chew  kind:  dense,  black, 
bio-degradeable  scouring  pads  for  the 
£dimentary  tract.  Although  I  dutifully  ate  6 
grain,  12  grain,  57  grain  breads,  I  didn't  feel 
any  better  for  subscribing  to  this  whole  earth 
Zeitgeist,  and  in  fact  was  cut  adrift  from  my 
gastronomic  centre.  Thomas  Wolfe  was  wrong: 
you  can  go  home  again. 

White  bread!  The  habit  started  when  I 
was  young.  We'd  buy  Richmello  loaves  from 
Dominion,  six  at  a  time,  for  12  cents  each. 
Now  that's  a  deal.  In  my  worldview,  though, 
there's  only  one  thing  to  with  them:  make 
peanut  butter  and  jelly  sandwiches.  Necessary 
ingedients:  white,  squishy,  fresh(no  more  than  g 
day  old),  air-filled,  unnourishing  but  I 

"enriched"  white  bread;  peanut  butter  (No 
brand  loyalty,  but  use  smooth.  My  crunchy 
period  lasted  briefly);  and  WELCH'S  GRAPE 
JELLY  (Accept  no  substitutes.).  I  could  down 
these  five  at  a  time.  Still  can.  When  I  get 
back  from  the  store  with  a  fresh  loaf  of  POM 
Gold,  I  can't  resist  the  urge  to  whip  up  a 

couple  of  PB  &  J's.  Great  stuff. 

But  a  cautionary  word  on  white  bread. 
If  it's  stale,  you  might  as  well  go  with  German 
rye.  The  key  here  is  freshness,  and  the  word  is 
POM  Gold  on  Tuesdays.  Later  in  the  week, 
you  may  buy  an  aging  loaf  with  a  hint  of 
firmness  in  the  crust,  some  rigidity  in  those 
airholes.  Worse  yet,  you  may  have  to  buy 
Wonderbread  or  even  CRACKED  WHEAT, 
acceptable  substitutes  after  a  nuclear  attack, 
but  not  in  a  free  world. 

To  bite  into  one  is  to  be  back  in  my 
grandmother's  kitchen,  to  smell  good  things 
cooking,  to  glimpse  heaven  for  an  infinite 
moment.  Do  I  overstate  the  case?  Only  a 
little.  My  other  small  addictions-among  them 
Sara  Lee  brownies,  cinnamon  buns,  and  4 

Peppridge  Farms  mint  Milano  cookies-are 
transient,  variable.  White  bread  lingers. 

Geoffrey  Dowd 
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WISDOM 
FROM  ROB 


Dear  Rob, 


Math  Problems 


I  think  that  you  are  a  pathetic  retard, 
who  devotes  his  time  to  writing  insane  stories 

about  horse  relationships  with  mushrooms.     ^;         ^ind  or  describe  a  way  to  construct  a 
No  wonder  your  teacher  marks  you  in  a     ^^^^®  whose  area  is  equal  to  the  sum  of  the 
bracket  when  your  so  called  essays  are  about     ^^^®  ^^^^^  ^^^^^  ^^^^^  <^wo  given  circles, 
gay  mushrooms.    Grow  up!    it's  sad  that 


someone  like  yourself  will  admit  that  his 
thoughts  revolve  around  horses  quarrelling 
over  a  sexual  union  with  a  mushroom.  Get  a 
life!  You  don't  even  belong  in  this  school.  You 
should  be  in  a  padded  room  with  a  nice  white 
jacket  on. 

RG.S. 


|)ear  RG.S., 


How  can  you  possibly  condemn  me  for 
writing  that  last  piece  when  it  was  not  even  I 
who  wrote  it?  It  was  one  of  my  readers  who 
obviously  needed  guidance  and  turned  to  me 
for  help,  but  you  are  obviously  too  insensitive 
to  be  able  to  realize  that.  Furthermore,  many 
gay  people  may  take  great  offence  to  the 
statements  that  you  have  made  against  them, 
especially  since  you  signed  your  name  RG.S. 
What  does  that  name  stand  for?  Pretty  Good 
Stooge.  Condemning  someone  for  their  right  to 
exercise  the  freedom  of  speech  is  a  sin,  and  I 
suggest  you  go  to  a  church  near  you  to  confess 
your  sins,  you  selfish  pig.  It's  people  like  you 
that  make  this  world  a  murky  place  to  Uve  in. 
As  for  my  not  having  a  life,  why  else  would  I 
be  working  for  Nexus? 

*Note  to  readers*:  I  welcome  all  letters  of 
|protest,  as  I  do  letters  with  problems,  and  yes, 
'l  will  deal  with  yours  as  diplomatically  as  I  did 

RG.S.'s.    Please  submit  all  letters  to  me  or 

editors. 

-Rob  Worsoff 


let  the  radius  of  the  smallest  circle  be 
r"  and  the  radius  of  the  larger  be  "s". 


2.  How  many  positions  on  line  L  can  you 
find  for  a  point  P  so  that  triangle  PAB  is 
isosceles? 


t^ 


3.        Given  the  information  in  the  diagram, 
find  the  coordinates  of  the  point  P. 
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4.  For  any  (ie.  randomly  distributed)  eight 
points  on  a  circle,  how  many  a)  distinct 
triangles  b)  distinct  quadrilaterals  can  you 
make  using  the  points  as  vertices? 


i 


Last  weeks  winner  was  Mr.  Moffat  with 
a  perfect  paper.    He  declined  the  cash  prize 

(10$). 


Flossy:  The  Nexus  Cow 


-A.M.L. 


i 
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